THE PERUVIAN COAST

rose in waves, making breathing uncomfortable.
In some places I could follow the coast, riding
along the wet sand, where I made the horses go
at a fast trot or even at a slow gallop, for I knew
that this would be impossible once the sun rose
higher; and time was precious. Sometimes a
wave, bigger than the average, would wash higher
up the beach, and the moving foam would
frighten the horses. The vastness of the ocean,
and the regular roaring of the waves on the
seemingly endless and glittering beach, and the
rolling sand dunes, gave the impression of eter-
nity. Thousands of sea birds hovered silently
over our heads, and crabs of all sizes went running
with amazing swiftness towards their holes in
the sand as we approached. Their manner of
walking sideways was almost comical, and often,
whilst I gave the horses a few minutes to breathe,
I amused myself trying to catch some of them.
Once or twice I threw a dead one as far as I
could, then watched the others come to devour
it; the fights that ensued were fierce and terrible,
and I could not help comparing these fighting
crabs with human beings. The wet sand was
white with sea-gulls waiting for the waves to
wash up something to eat. The birds would only
rise when we had almost reached them, fly in a
small circle around us, invariably towards sea,
where the wind came from, and again settle behind
us. Thousands of guanos (a kind of sea bird) were
flying in regular clouds, dashing and splashing
into the water after fish, for all the world re-
sembling aeroplanes in the moment of crashing;
and every now and again a curious seal would
come to the surface and look at us as if wondering
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